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" A WELCOME TO SPRING.

The spring, the spring is coming,
Her breath ir on the'air;

And awift her heralds running,
Proclaim that she ie near.

The South-breeze as'he passes,
Whispers—"she comes ! she comes |

The tall pines' swaying masses,
Answer—"joy, joy, she comes |"

The amorsus mock-bird wooing,
Rings to her all the day;

With passionate rapture suing,
I1e calls her with his lay.

The treca don all their beanty,
On leaf and spray and Lough,

With emerald and with ruby
To detk her sunny brow.

All waters sofily murmur,

And ty their dopths are stirred,
As the rejoivine rumor

s by vach wavelet heard.

The glorions, melting moonlight,
fiivea ull its lnmbent heams,

‘Lrancing the heert of midnight,
\\ ith sprm; ] Iure-frmghled dyeams. A

Fonily, e A 10 amiling, A o

"T'o yreet her bonnie fuce.

For many u montl, repining,
He izsed her winsome grace,

The wouds nre faing with odor,
- Her breath it is vo sweet |

We fall—wa full hefore her,
And languisiiat her fpot!

Oh, mweet the red, el roges,
That bloom unon her lips!
Love on her hrenat reposes—

The honeyed nuctarsipa!

Oh, #aft frer warm, wirm kisses,
On lip and brow awl check !
Kar throbbing heart she gitehes,
"I we could widely wreep !

Oh, come teamequick! o uve pinipg!
Come 1+ onr cager arjis !

Come in thy glory shining !
Come, with thy wealth of ehinrms!
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Tt is well for us that the fate of to-day,
was hidden in the decrees of Ommpntcnco,
and that it was no sudden transition.
Who from a standpoint of ten years ago,
could have contemplated this hour, and
not hgve courted the van where danget
lurked, rather than survive so great a
degradgtion. The middle ground of
change was fiercg and divre, yet amid the
din of battle, and carnival ‘of blood, the
flames that lita thousand homesteads,
gnd left the blightof eternal geparation,
there beamed ever, if tecble, & ray of hope

to soften ' this asperity of war. Now the
clouds ofsavage struggle have lifted, and
we see a people feftered, like the victim
of Mythology to the rock of despair,
while his quivering vitals are the prey of
the vulture.

'p:gm) dsm, to the tallest gianthood,

__hl.rlll,spm. of

In the ph;sica]. as also in the morgl

reeraes
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wnr]d there are grow th% irom thc merest
then
succeeds the opposite change, and the
stateliest head declines to weakness, and
succumbs todecay. Thisisa part of the
plan of Creator of mind and matter, a

plan that admits of no question or check,:

and is eternal as its author. Yet amid
all the changas of nature or governments,
nothing is lost, or-becomes extinct. Cen-
turies may roll their lengthy round, but a
century of centuries is an handbreadth
which must measure eternity. Day by
day are repeated the aftuirs of forgotten
ages, whether it is the recreative order
of naturg of epontancous growth, or the
sudden pheenomena ofirruption, all recur,
unaffecting the undisturhed plan of their
Creator. -The puny plant just emerging
from its germ which is destined to out-
live the cycles of ages, hegins life unno-
ticed, gnins  vigor with elwh changing
geason, and puts on strength with years,
for awhilg it towers in glory, then its iron
frame is the prey of deeny, and it wnstes
back to nothingness.. The child with
timorous step essavs his way in life, soon
the dawn of haleyon days, sees the cheek
of youth flushed with hope; then the full
embodiment of the man, finds him upon
the arena, breasting now the wave of op-
position, and ngain exultant jn success;
but the proud’shout of “ISurcka,” mocks
his baflled soul, ng the dim eve of deeren
itude logks into the open gruve,  And.
s0 through the endless cyelos of porenity
revolve the eternal wheels of  ereation.
Yet there exists po void vieum in
nature, even the seene of  death, is the
SOnC New l;uuu the goninl
showers of April, zg, -md with fuu.h hnqp-
tics, the wreck of December's blast, and
the riven earth that engulphs with con-
vulsive ngony the mountain pile, is eheer-
ed with a gladder life as the rushing
waterfall courses its vesistiess way. Even
the proud monnments of genins, though
overturncd by civil commotion, bear a
record of lasting fame or infamy. Every-
thing pertaining fo man aside i*om his im-
mortal nature, shows in every change, the
short lived fate of his noblest  schemes.
To this the fixed laws of the natural
world are in glaring coptrast, rev unlmg
ever the direction of an  infallible hand.
The harmony which guides innumerable
words in their set «phmn. each poised
in space, yet ail afleciing the others’ bal-
ance, the perfect mechanism pf a system
of spheres,

noyr

“Where ecience yearns, with
Pry,

Wihence hang, unhung, worlds“aid the azure
sky.”

wvildering ken to

The changes of seasons, the cquaposing
influences of heat and cold, of night and
day, nll attest a wisdom infinite. DBut
mark the ever shifting punorama, where
man in his boastful - wisdom attempts to
guide, and sce the varied pageant which
at times elevates, only to sce him debns-
ed to n lower th=ptl1 of moral depravity.

Such periods ns give hirth to the name of
Shakespeare and Spencer, Newton and
Locke, lift the fog o f moral darkness
and incite the mind to nobler ends, as
the blaze of splendor barsts upon the
world, but how transitory; the red hand
or revolution bared with its bloody falch-

ion raised on high, surges like a wave of

fury from continent to continent, 13 n
Cromywell rears his iron throne upon the
wreek of thrones, o Charles X1I deluges
an hundred ficlds with mad ambition, or
a Bonaparte for ano less sordid ambi-
bition, dictates the fate of ¢cmpires, amid
theriven foundations of hic oywn.
has this land eseaped the fate of its com-
peers, its institutions the creation of fin-
itude, have passed the stages allotted to

‘Tnemy; 'ty repre

Nor

“them, and like them must suecumb to

decny.

Let us then regard our condition as an
incidental part of the plan of the Crea-
tor, and from it deduce such reflections,
as will enhance our happivess in the
drama of lifa. Lot us trend the walks
of peace, and he undisturbed save for our
impotence to fitly discharge those du-
ties, which court not, tha “sceptre of an
hour,” but earn their immortelles of whi: -
pered regrettings he is no more :

“Cense then ; nor order, imperfection namo;

Onr proper bliss, dependson what we hlane,

Know thy own point, this kind, this duc de-
groe

Of blindness, weakness, Ieaven bestowson thee,

Bubmit in this, orany other sphere,

Seenre to he as blessed, as thon can’st bear,

Safein the hand of one disposing power,

Or in the natal, orthe morning hour,

All nature is nt art, unknown to thee

All chanee, dircetion, which theu can'st not see,

All diseard, harmony, not understood,

All partial evil, nniveraal goold,

And spite of pride, in erring renson’s gpite,

One truth is clear, whatever ig, is right”

In conelusion my friends, permit me to
add, that upon each of us there devolves
a duty to be discharged. Tet us not with
stoical indifference, attnch no importance
to the claims of ‘te-morrow. ‘True, “life
is buta brief candle, a walking shadow
a poor player, that struts, and frets his
hour upon the nt:ige,” yet in the role of
life thereare dutwsmwhcd which if fitly
rendered here lmya a reward hereafter.
You are here to—ﬂny. the representatives
of a cause that aes epts no compramisp with
fal sehood if slde ¥ side, nt Manasses and
Shiloh, you mqt' e serricd ranks of an,
S TIVRETaR o vour |
homes and  principles, and there were
actuated by daty, then with equal mae-
nanimity are you expected to resist the
march of political schemes, which if' ne-
cepted, will brand the records of your
ancestral past asa lie, and fasten n stig-
ma above the laurelled graves of your
brethrep.  Have our kindred fallen in
vain; have your own proud deeds been
wasted upon & barren  eause: have the
prayers of  the daughters of the
South, gone heavenward like the mean-
ingless wail of the wind. Noj; pp; the
suppression of truth is not its extinction,
the trampling of principle to the dust of
derision, is not its overthrow. Truth is
immutable, and like the dinmond, ll-f-u"h
cerushed to atoms, cich fragment isg gem
that flashes back the purity of its ovigin.
Tha ban ot disfranchisement may be cur
portion, greater evils, and heavier ¢ hllm
nay await us, these we eannot avert.
No love of country may animate, to honst
a proud mtlmmlnp, the hattle for liberty
has heen fought, and lost; the battle for
nobier issues is the duty of to-day. We
have no part in the history of South
Carolina under its present regrime, we nre
aliens and strangers among a horde, who
descerate her soil. No stain ean pollute
the white vestments of her {ormer glory,
and the usurpers will assume in vain the
regal covering to diseuise their hideous-
nese. Before us nre ficlds  of other du-
Let us with  sacred affection pre-
serve the memory of onr patriot  dgad.
Let us with ¢ hnrm have o care for ihii Ar
widows, and nr],h'\m and let us develsp
the material, and intelloctual resourees
atour commangd, that we may tho mpre
full\ approciate the immunity
from things we justly loathe.

Weare just entering the portats of
another year, its carly gush of light is tog
young for promise, save in hope, n rug-
ged and hidden '[lilllnl} is before us, aud
the goal of lappiness,  Ah; who shal)

reach il.  Already upon the shores of
time are stranded wreeks  of fortune and
of peace, Castaways on life’'s troubled

tics,

we claim

amid shunshine, tearg or
smiles, the Mecgea of our pilgrimage must
he won. As  survivors of tha “Lost
Canze,” let us bow to the deeree of Om-
nipotenece, :uu‘i with virtuous zeal fill up
the measure of onr days, in pursping the
encs of penee and u-wlul:ww, and learn

’f}l'l'tl\\’lllg or

“this lm:h—vnnnph for man to know
Nirtne alone is happiness ln,lm\
One el approyving hour, whole years outweighs.
OF stupid starers, nnd of lowd huzzas”

Aund now I would' ask it there is an
ocenzion that enlists the attention of man,
that cun with safety exclude the sympa-
thy of'the geutle sex? Is there anaim
of life that has 2 nobler incentive than
woman's approval 2 Isthere n hope that
is not mercenary  without her  favor?
Nay ; except we are animated with pur-
poses that lay every duty tributory to her
claimg, we forfeit that refined manhood
that owes everything to her influence
and worth.  Whether it iz her smilp,
that is the plaudit to urge us on in ;!u,
race ol life, or her tears tll.l.t are the Inst
\\.nnuflurht- that follow to the tonib,
sheis the holy Tink that hinds about our
carnal nature, the talisman of virtuous
and the amid this
waste of trouble.  Here are they, whose
busy fingers, ecaseless prayers, and trunnt
tears were l]lC‘l“(‘l](]llIlt-‘ of ev ory bwmpu‘
an lelashing stropele.

hopes, “eaide ster!

Here aremotheys
who, with Spartan pride, send forth the
wearers of the “Cirey” and bid them re-
turn “with the shicld or on it.” Their
partin the history of to-day, isto treasure,
as only woman'y heart can, the vaeant
p__lnm;a. of their jewels, and conscerate
fovory effort -to home; where exespe eiin he'
hael inits sacred retregts from the dis-
cord without,
fThereis a spot of earth, supremepy bleg 4

A deaver, sgecter spot, than all the rest,
Where m: i, o r- ation’s (vrant, cists n-::I(,
s -\\uru] his sceptre, pageantry and pride,
While in his softencd looks, he aignly blend,
The sire the son, the husband, father, 'friuml.
Here woman reigns, the mother, danghter, wife,
Strews with fresh flowers,

life,

the nurrow way of

Arovnd her knecs, domestic duties meet,

Al fireside pleasures, gambol at her feet,

Whilein the heaven of lier delightful eve,

An angel gnard, of loves, and graces lic,

Where shall llut land, thyt r]:uL of carth he
foummd;

Art thon o man: o patriot; loak umm:!.

Ol thou shalt find, howe'er thy footatepsroam,

That hest of places, only in thy home,”

A lecturer, whose name we suppress
beeanse we do not want him bothered to
death by applications from  Lecture
]iu:ozub-, was recently addressing a rural
audience,  On u.-«m{_::ht- word “phenome-
non,” he saw nt once that he hiad ﬂu\:l,“n
too high, :ml! that his meaning was not
visible to the naked intelligengg of the
spectators.  With a felicity that is Tare
in gentlemen who reccive only fifty dol-
Inrs and their expenses, he proceeded to
explain. 41t is possible,” he remarked,
“that yvou don't L.r'm\ what I]lu nome-
non is, Well, will tell®
Lave seen & cow, no dobt.
is not.a phenomenon. You have seen an
applestree. Well, an apple-tree is not
u phepomenon. Bat when you see the
COW g0 up the tree tail foremost, to pick
the apples, it +s o ]\lemmonnq ” The
only applause he got that evening, came
in horv gnd was richly won. But see
llm\ genips 8 misuniderstood ! The next
day the village newspaper came out with
a canstic attack on the gentleman for say-
ing that he had seen a cow elippb np an
apple-tree!  This reminds ug of the re-
porter of the I,nur]nn times, who, in re-
pnump; Mr. }lnl ' late epeech, mado
him desesibe Mr. Ayrton as the “jester”
of the ninetecnth century.  Mr. Hope

yqu. You
“ u]l, L cow

sea, but duty impels us on, and yghether
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.a Good Repntation to Have.

happened  just before the wur, wheu_
every ono was.very, vory husy, Soldiara
were enlisting ;md going away lrom
almost every hump in the land.

One young man had  voluntcered and
way expected to be daily ordered to the
seat of war. . One dlay his mother gavé
him an unpaid bill, with money to pay
it. When he retu‘mul home g\& night,
¢he gaid, “Did you pay that l?llu' “Yes”
h. answered. _

In a few days the bill was sent in a
second time. *I thought,” she said to,
her son, “that you pqlq this."”

“I do not remember, mother; you
know I'have had so many things on my
mind.”

“But you said you did,”

“Well,” he answered, “if I eaid I did,
Idid.”

He went away and his mpther took
tlu. bill herself to the s store.—The young
man had been known i m the.town .all his
‘hh-, and what opmwn was held of him
t‘n-s will show. .

“I am quite sure,” she said, *‘that my
son puid this some days pgo, has been
very busy since, and has quite forgotten
about it; but he told me that day he
had, and says that 11 he BPld then that
he had, he ix quite sure he did.

“Well,” said the man, I forgot about
it; but if ever he said he did, hedid,”
Wasn’t that g grand character to
have? Hayi ing once said § thing that

 wish'all the boys  in our lan
sureof as good n reputation.

| were

Hanirs.—Like snow flakes ia]lmg un-
pereeived upon the earth, tha apparently
unimportant events of life succeced one
apother; ang as the snow gatheys together,
§0 are our lmhllu formed. No single
flnke that {'nlln; upon the pilo produces a
visible change—no single action creates,
however it may exhibit, n man’s charac-
ter; but ns the tempest hurls the ava-
lunche down the side of the precipice, and
overwhelims the inhabitants aod their
homes, so passion, acting upon the ele-
ments of mischief, which indulgent, per-
nicioug habits have piled up mountain
high, though by imperceptible accumula-
tion, wil] as surely overthrow the habi-
tations of virtue ang truth.

e . - e ——

GREELEY ON THE SouTH Carorixny
RErunLicaNisa—--About the coolest thing,
that has occurred this winter is & resolve
of a State Convention of the faction
dominant in South Carolina iy these
words: “Resolved; By the Union f[lepuh
lican party of South Carplina in conyen-
tion assembled, that we endorse the ad-
ministration of President U. S, Grant, jn jn
its wise and successful financial Ptulc‘\,
which has reduced the national del;l,
while lessening  the publie taxes, and at
the snme time PrefcEy ed full ‘faith with
the publie ereditors.!”
Cousidering how these rascals have sold
themse]yes to measureless infamy over
and over, by stealing their poor State
poorer than she ever was befors, quad-
rupling her expenses, doubling her debt,
and trebling her taxes, this resolve
strikes us na tho (.hlmlmmzo of impos-
ture and villany,

[New ¥prk Tribune.
Pretty Tenchop—“Npw, Johnny Wells,
capyou tell me whntls:qesnt bya m;rm-lc-.
Jnhnny—“Ym ma’'ma,  Mother sayaif

said “Chesterfield.”

you don’t marry our new Pﬂﬂqq't'hnt hil[
bea rn:racle.' ST

The little story I am going to tell you,

was cnough to nake, othera believe it, i
\\ligﬂu,r he rr.men_lbered 1t. or qot. 1 ‘& g
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